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Villain's Duckling 


by Icechild 


Summary 


Heroes against Villains. That was how the world of theirs worked. Heroes on payroll and 
helping to break the system of justice so they can keep power. Villains who fought to protect 
places of learning and safety. Heroes who fought for peace and kindness and justice. Villains 
who hunted them and killed them for being in their way. That was how it works. That was 
how it always was. Simple. Right up until Puffy saw her son with the same wounds as the 
Hero. Right up to the moment she realized what she'd done to her own child in the name of 
his safety. 

OR 

The Supervillain Puffy Superhero Dream Au that no one asked for! 


Notes 


WELCOME EVERYONE TO DAY 6 OF WHUMPTOBER!!!! :D 
I'm so excited for this one! 
Prompt: Hidden Injury 


A new au! :D I hope you all enjoy! :D 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The house smelled like bacon. Puffy’s coffee was going to get cold at this rate but she was 
pulling the eggs off the skillet and yelling once again for her son to come down. He was 
going to be late at this rate and she knew from experience if he ate too fast and then ran off to 
school she was going to be getting a call about him being sick and needing to come home. 
She worked as a nurse in a hospital. She knew how to care for him when he did that but at the 
same time she didn’t like seeing him do it when it was something completely avoidable. 


“Dream! You need to come down or you’re going to be late!” 
Nothing. 


Dream loved their breakfasts. It was one of the reasons she got up everyday to make it. She 
let herself sigh over her son. 


More and more in the recent days he’d been distant with her. More than he usually was. 
She knew that the chances of it being that he was just a teenager and didn’t want to be 
buddies with his mom were high. It still stung. All the parenting books in the world would 
say that he just didn’t want to spend time with her and was trying to be his own person. Puffy 
wouldn’t impede on that. She wouldn’t ever stop him from doing that. She wanted Dream to 
follow his passions and be whatever he wanted to be. She wanted the world for him. 


She tried to give him the world. 


Until recently Dream would prattle to her about whatever it was that was on his mind 
while they ate breakfast together. He’d ramble about the topics he found interest in or the new 
codes that George was making. He knew Dream and his friends were always up to some kind 
of big project. She knew they talked about saving the world some day with the things they 
could do. 


Puffy just wished their world could be saved. 


The news was playing in the background. She listened to the reporters talking about the 
horrors of the city and everything that came with it. The politicians who did nothing for them 
and only lined their pockets from the criminal underbelly. The only way to ensure that there 
was safety for anyone in their lives was to have enough power to stop anyone who tried to 
cause them harm. 


The reporter changed their tone. Shifting into something far more serious and grave 
sounding than what had been used before. 


“The Captain was spotted again last night in a violent battle with our resident hero Admin.” 


Puffy sighed. Wrapping her hands around her coffee cup and taking in the bits of warmth 
still radiating from the mug. She let the reporter drone about the fight. The history of the 
villain of the city and the hero who fought her. 


She smiled a bit at it. How they called the villain a horror. How they said The Captain was 
a monster and scourge to the city for the dismantling that was done to the structures of it. 


How she was cruel and ordered kills whenever she wanted. 
Puffy scoffed at it. 
She only ordered kills when they were necessary. 
It just happened to be necessary often. 


“Investigators continue to work tirelessly to find who the villain is and bring her to justice. 
Presently they are tracking a lead that says she works within the government system itself. 
Bringing much attention to her political strikes in taking down her potential enemies—” 


Puffy laughed. 


She had nothing to do with the government in a legal sense of things. They were never 
going to look at the hospitals. Never going to piece together that she was a nurse who triaged 
the people harmed by this city and trying to put it together again. 


Puffy, the supervillain that the city feared. The ‘monster’ that took control to build a 
safety. 


“Dream!” 


She heard shuffling from his room. She heard him at least getting up. He must have just 
slept in. 


Heaving a deep sigh she went back to plating their breakfasts and listening to the reporter 
drone on. 


“The fight between our beloved hero and the villain lasted hours. It covered over four blocks 
and ended at the shipping yard. The maintenance building being destroyed and collapsing 
down in the finale of it. So far authorities aren’t sure what the total of damage is and are still 
surveying the scene.” 


Puffy let herself smile a bit in her privacy. 


She had a good number of their criminal underbelly under her grip. Most of them were too 
scared to do something without her approval and because of that she could monitor what was 
going on in the place she called home. She cared about the city. She wanted to see it running 
better. 


Drugs were not allowed to be sold to children. Anyone caught doing so would face her 
directly. 


Schools were off limits. Libraries, shelters, charities, religious buildings. They weren’t to 
be harmed or robbed. Her way of trying to keep things safe. Her way to protect the places 
Dream could find himself in. She wasn’t going to let him be caught in the crosshairs of 
anything that this city tried to do. Swarming with greed and malintent. She wasn’t willing for 
them to have any hold on her boy. 


When there were challenges against her Puffy would allow herself to hold to her title as a 
supervillain. Only then. 


She wasn’t just a person who decided to take control. She got here for a reason. 


The fact that she could manipulate a body to do what she wanted it to. That she could heal 
or kill as she wanted. There were limits of course, to any power there would be limits. Puffy 
prided herself in her work. She could use her powers to save lives in the hospital. Minor 
wounds and sicknesses that weren’t taking to normal medicine. She could help people. 


She also remembered in the start of her take over standing before mob bosses and 
watching them crumple on themselves as their hearts squeezed. She remembered seeing the 
fear in their eyes when she told them they had the choice to obey. 


She ran a tight ship. 
It’s how she got the name she did. 


The hero for the city wanted the same kind of things she did. She knew that. She knew 
that’s what Admin was fighting for but at the same time he was naive and didn’t understand 
that her way was the only way. 


They’d had heroes who fought for the city before. Ones who fell to the same corruption 
and lies. Who destroyed themselves or were destroyed by the leaders when they didn’t take a 
payroll. 


She didn’t hate the hero. She just didn’t allow people to get in her way 


It wasn’t hard to guess that he would have gotten wind of her setting a boundary deal with 
some of the other crime organizations in the city. Admin was clever and he was dangerous. 
Powers of the world that backed him through the things he did. A healing factor that repaired 
almost any damage immediately. It was like he had a stronger level connection than Puffy 
herself. Like he was something that stemmed from the same base of powers. His enhanced 
strength, his luck, his speed. 


Admin was impressive as a hero. 
It made her work harder to stop him. 


She had important work to do. There were threats that were moving into an area too close 
to Dream’s school for her to be comfortable with. She needed to have this meeting with the 
other leaders in the underworld to make sure things stayed safe for her boy and his friends. 
Dream liked to walk home with his friends. He liked to come back with George all the time 
so they could work on codes together. Sapnap would tag along with them enough times that 
Puffy just had Bad’s phone number saved so she could let his father know he was safe. 


Admin tried to stop her from going to the meeting last night. 


He’d been convinced that she was going to kill the other leaders and take the underbelly of 
the city by storm. That she was going to make some kind of militia and take over everything 


and destroy life as it was meant to exist. Killing and harming the innocent. 
The ones he called innocent were far from it. 
It spiraled into their fight. 


Just like all their previous interactions in this last week. They were going for each other 
more and more. Landing strikes on each other and restraining less and less of their punches. 
They were going for harm and incapacitation. Sometimes Puffy would admit she would aim 
for a kill. Not often. Only when her anger got the better of her. She wasn’t going out of her 
way to defeat the hero. She wasn’t trying to kill him or maim him. Only if he got in the way. 


Only if he caused them to fight. 


She still had bruises from it. Yes she could heal herself but it was tiring after a while and 
she could manage a few bruises. Some of her patients may not have the same fate when she 
went in today. They would need her abilities more. She cared about saving them more. 


“Dream! Come on you won’t have time to eat!” 


His room had gone silent again. She thought she’d heard his bathroom door shut a little bit 
ago but he still needed to hurry. It wasn’t often that Dream got sick. If he did it was usually 
something that was fixed overnight. Still, she did feel a bit of concern to think about it. 


The news coverage turned to a reporter at the shipping yard. She let herself focus back on 
it a bit. Listening to the reports of the fight that led them there and how her and Admin had 
been striking at each other. 


For every hit he landed on her she had landed one on him. Being a nurse had its perks. She 
knew where and how to strike. She knew what would cause damage. What would take time 
to hurt and what would take someone out of a fight. Admin took the blows. He kept fighting 
despite them. 


They’d gone back and forth like that until they made it to the shipping yard. Until they’d 
ended up in the office building and she planted an explosive in the center. Smiling to him 
behind her mask and saluting to the hero. Running out the window and as far away as she 
could get. 


He would have to disarm it. He’d need to save the building and everything inside. Any 
workers who might be there late. She got him off her tail. She made it to the meeting slightly 
roughed up. 


She relished now in the news showing the destruction that Admin had failed to prevent. 


“At this moment we know that our hero was inside the building. We have witnesses who say 
they saw Admin enter with The Captain but they only saw The Captain come out.” 


Puffy stretched her arms. 


“We don’t know if he made it out or if he is stuck inside the wreckage.” 


She hoped he was trapped inside. Hoped it was a wake up call that there was nothing to 
save by getting in her way. That the hero would finally stop. 


Or die. 
She wouldn’t really care if they found him dead. 


It'd be a good message to leave for the rest of them even though she knew the hero was 
trying for the same goals she was. 


She listened to the reporters drone for a few more moments. Let them ramble about hope 
and the medical teams they had waiting, If a building fell on him in addition to the wounds 
she was giving him she doubt they’d find him in time. 


She’d cut his dominant arm deep enough that he wasn’t going to be able to use it for a 
while. Even with his healing he was going to need recovery time. She’d broken at least half 
of his ribs. 


She never bothered using her powers on him anymore. Not after she learned it didn’t work 
on him. Trying again and again on a hero who never once slowed down or reacted. Who was 
too protected by his own abilities for hers to be able to reach. 


He was injured to the point of giving himself space in their fight. Blood running down his 
arm and a few other places over his body. His torso, his leg. The incessant smile of his mask 
had made him look like he was enjoying it but Puffy still remembered hearing his exhaustion 
creeping on him. If he’d been buried in the rubble he wasn’t going to be able to get himself 
out. 


She was going to be uninterrupted. 


But the house stayed silent when she turned the TV off. She could plot her moves later. 
Right now she had to get her son to school. Needed to check on him and get him moving like 
he should have been doing nearly thirty minutes ago. 


Their breakfast was a waste. She’d box it and keep it for later. After she made sure Dream 
was on the bus or napping with a dose of cold medicine if he was sick. 


“Dream! Last chance!” 


She listened. Waited for any hurried shuffles. For any call from his room that he was 
coming. That he was listening to her at all. 


It stayed silent. 


Heaving a sigh she walked up the steps and down the hall to get to his room. Coming up to 
it and knocking lightly on the door. She listened a moment. 


She knocked a little harder. 


“Dream? Kiddo, you’re going to be late. It’s almost time for the bus.” 


She still heard nothing. Frowning a bit she rested her hand on the doorknob and began to 
twist. 


“T’m coming in, if you want me to stop you’ve gotta tell me.” 
She waited. A moment, then two, then three. 
Her nerves were starting to twist in her heart. 


Being The Captain meant she had a lot of enemies. She had people who wanted her dead 
and threats to her often. She was the head of crime in many sections of the city. She was the 
one who controlled the moves and borders and tried to make the place safer to live in. 


People just didn’t always see it like that. 

If one of them had tracked her back home— 
If she had been caught— 

If they found Dream— 

If they hurt Dream— 


She cracked the door open. Listening for any kind of a trap or a wire that might have her 
son in danger. She heard nothing. She didn’t even hear breathing or the floor boards creaking 
like someone was there. Pushing it open more she got her head inside. Looking over the room 
and seeing Dream’s bed a mess. 


His room had things strewn about everywhere but it was normal for him. It didn’t look like 
it'd been ransacked. She didn’t see anything missing or out of place. 


Well. One thing was missing. 


Her eyes glanced over the cracked window and the cold air coming through it. Ignoring a 
shiver that ran down her spine. If Dream was sick it was probably from that. She’d have to 
give him a lesson about it. But if he’d spiked a fever overnight it would also explain why he 
would open it in the first place. 


She saw his bathroom door closed. Saw the light on from the crack underneath. 


He was probably sick. She’d need to call off work to take care of him. She didn’t mind 
though. If it would give her time with her little boy again she didn’t mind at all. 


“Duckling, you in there?” 


Walking over to the door she could hear him breathing from inside. Small pants that were 
coming with a bit of a wheeze. He was certainly sick that was for sure. The sounds he was 
making were almost like he’d thrown up. It would also explain why he hadn’t answered her. 


“Dream, honey? You okay?” 


He used to follow her everywhere when he was younger. Earning him his title as her baby 
Duckling but she tried to use it sparingly since he’d gotten older. Trying to let him be an adult 
and move out of the things he’d had since he was small. Dream had never asked her to. He’d 
always smiled for the nickname. But she left it now for times when she thought he’d rather be 
cared for than have to do things alone. 


Times like now. 
“Duckling, can you hear me?” 


Her worry was ticking the more he didn’t answer. The more she didn’t hear any movement 
from inside and just the small breaths. If he’d tried to shower or clean himself after being sick 
and fainted he could have hit his head and seriously hurt himself. He could need her. 


“Dream? You’re scaring me, can you answer me?” 


There was still a part of her that was worrying about a trap. That was trying to figure out if 
this was a set up. If Dream was even really inside or if this was just a way to catch her. 


But then she heard a strain. She heard something that was a cross between a groan and a 
whine. She heard Dream’s voice in it. 


Checking the door quickly to see if it was trapped she found nothing. Nothing aside from 
underneath and smelling blood. 


She looked back at the window. 
She saw blood on the sash. 


Without wasting another second she tried to open the door. Pushing and trying to turn the 
knob only to find it locked. She was going to kill whoever it was that hurt her child. She was 
going to make them pay. She was going to make them beg. 


She broke the door. Hearing and feeling the wood splinter and bend beneath her shoulder 
and she didn’t care. She’d buy a new door. That didn’t matter. 


No amount of money would be able to replace Dream. 

The door banged into the wall. She thought it might have broken the plaster. 
She didn’t care. 

She felt her heart trying to stop in her chest. 


Because she found her son. Alone. Slumped on the floor with his back against the edge of 
the bathtub. His head lolled to the side and his chin to his chest. Blood caking the side of his 
head. Trailing down his face and his neck and dripping to coat his chest. Filth and grime 
covering him along with the remnants of sweat. 


Blood. 


Scars. 
Burns. 


His chest was lifting with the shallow pants. His ribs were moving wrong. His arm was 
covered in blood. 


From a cut in his bicep. Deep. Like someone nearly severed his arm. 
A cut in his leg. Bleeding onto the tiled floor. 


She recognized the wounds. She recognized all of them. She recognized the scars. The old 
faded slashes and burns. The pale lines where death had been close. The marks that were still 
healing from fights earlier in the week. 


She recognized the pants he was in. Recognized the shirt that was sitting around his hips 
like he’d unzipped the top and gave up the strength to remove it the rest of the way. 


She recognized the mask that was sitting beside him. 

Blood streaked white. 

Smiling at her like it was trying to mock every single thing she ever loved. 
“Dream?” 


She all but breathed his name. Watching his eyebrows scrunch and his head jerk a little like 
he was trying to bring himself back. She saw the needle in his hand. Saw the thread that was 
going to the cut in his arm. She watched his fingers twitch like he was trying to make them 
move. Saw as his eyes cracked open and he partially lifted his head before both were 
dropping back down. 


Puffy knew. 


She saw him now and every interaction between her and the hero passed through her head 
again. She’d known he was young. She’d bantered with him in their fights that he should go 
home and do his homework. He’d thrown back that he was on the honor roll for kicking ass. 
She’d thrown him to the ground for it. Told him he was failing. That same day she’d cooked 
his favorite dinner for getting an A on a test. 


She’d told Admin to go home and stop worrying his mother. 
He’d told her from behind the mask that he was doing it for her. 
Puffy felt her heart break. 

“Dreamie, Duckling.” 


She had to help him. She could think about all of this later. Fix all of this later. Right now 
he was bleeding out. His skin was pale and he wasn’t taking in air like he should. He needed 


help. 
She couldn’t use her powers. 


Like another twist to the dagger already sitting deep in her heart Puffy realized why that 
was the case. Why Admin’s powers were so similar to her own. Why they felt like they were 
sourced from the same thing. 


Her eyes welled with tears as she checked his pulse. As she tilted his head back to help 
him breathe a little easier and cupped his face to see how responsive he was at the moment. 


He should have come to get her. 


He should have gone to her for help. He knew she was a nurse. He knew she would help 
him before anything else. He— 


“Mom?...” 


His voice cracked. Sounding so different than the tone he used as Admin. Broken and 
small and in so much pain she nearly sobbed then and there. 


“I’m right here. I’m right here. I'm going to help. It’s going to be okay.” 
She watched him blink slow. Watched him try to move to go back to his arm. 
She took the needle from his hand before he could. 
“T’ve got it. Rest. I need you to just talk to me, okay? Can you do that for me, Duckling?” 


The stitches he’d done were good. Practiced. Something he shouldn’t know how to do and 
yet he had been doing such a good job. 


How many of his other injuries had he stitched himself? How many other times has he 
been hurt this badly and never told her? She never knew. He’d always walked downstairs so 
happy. Some days he’d be tired and tell her about school and how he didn’t want to go. 
Sometimes he’d be sluggish going through his routine or acting sore but he just said it was 
gym class and his talent for overworking and nothing had ever hurt him enough for her to 
check farther than that. 


She hadn’t noticed. She hadn’t realized. 
“T?’m sorry—” 


Dream sounded like he was scared. His voice trembling and when she looked up to his 
face again she saw tears in his eyes. 


“T didn’t want you to find out like this I just—” 


He ran out of air. Eyes closing again as he panted. She watched his body go limp for a 
moment. She watched him pull himself back to awareness. 


“Dream. Dream, sweetie, I need you to hear me right now.” 


He’d been in the building when it blew. She could smell the explosive on him. She could 
practically taste it wafting off his clothes. He’d dug himself out of the rubble. He’d made it 
back home. He’d tried to treat his wounds. 


“There is nothing you have done that I could ever be mad at you for.” 


His ribs were going to be a problem. He’d need to rest them. She’d need to wrap them for 
him and make sure they didn’t shift or hit any of his organs. They were lucky that wasn’t 
already the case. 


“T just need you to focus on staying awake, okay?” 
He nodded to her. 
She saw the pain washing through his eyes. 
“Just stay with me, Duckling. I’m right here.” 


He was borderline in shock. His skin was cool when she touched it. He was shivering. If it 
was shock setting in or the open window and sweat drying to bare skin she didn’t know. For 
as uncomfortable as she knew it was, she hoped it was the latter. 


“T didn’t—” Another shaking breath. She knotted off the stitch. “I didn’t think I was hurt that 
bad till I got home.” 


Dream didn’t know who she was. He didn’t know what she was. He would hate her when 
he found out. He would despise her, he would— 


“Why didn’t you wake me up? I would have helped you. You know that I would have helped 
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you. 


She waited for his reply. When none came she looked back up to him. She looked at the 
shame on his face. 


“T tried to change.” He offered a trembling smile. Despite all the pain in his expression she 
watched it still reach his eyes. “I passed out before—” He gagged on his pain. “Before I got 
that far.” 


He tried to laugh. It ended with him coughing. Trying to hold his ribs and short gasps for 
air. She saw him close his eyes against the pain. She watched him fighting it. 


“Was it The Captain who did this to you?” 


She was hating herself. Every part of herself for ever laying a hand on her son. It was 
wrong to be doing it to anyone but she’d ignored it for the sake of her greater goals. There 
was just no goal greater than Dream. Nothing was more than Dream. 


“Yeah but—” Another cough. Another wince. He pushed his head back against the tub. His 
skin was too pale. “But I think I can save her.” 


She nearly stopped mid stitch on his leg. Trying to treat it and cover it. Her hope fluttering 
like a caged beast in her chest. 


“What do you mean? She’s a villain. She hurt you.” 
She was irredeemable. Unforgivable. 


She’d just been thinking earlier about how she was hoping that he was dead. That they 
would find his body in the rubble. 


Now she was imagining if she’d just been watching the news. If she’d gone to work and 
she’d been in the break room or sitting behind the desk and the reporters announced they 
found the body of the city’s beloved hero. If they’d found him lifeless or beyond saving. If 
they found him with a pulse still beating and they rushed him to a hospital. 


If it were her hospital. 


If she’d gotten to treat him and found her son lying on the table. She couldn’t get the 
images out of her head. She could have killed him. She nearly killed him. 


Dream would have died. 
He could still die. 
He could— 

“Not like the others—” 


He cut himself off. Stifling himself and going tense before his body started to go limp 
again. She watched his breathing spacing out. Watched him stuttering inside his own body 
and when she looked up to his face she found his eyes unfocusing on her. 


He was struggling to hold on. Trying but he wasn’t making it. He was doing everything he 
could. It wasn’t his fault. With the injuries he had a normal person would already be dead. 


She moved back to his head. 
Cupping his face again and stroking his cheeks to give him something to focus on. 


Dream was too stubborn to die. He was too hard headed to give in. he was determined and 
he was strong. He could do this. He could fight through this. 


She believed in him. 
She would always believe in him. 


“Stay with me. We’re almost done, you just have to stay with me a little longer.” 


He blinked again. Dazed with confusion dancing through his eyes. The pain was watering 
up through unshed tears. His control on himself was slipping. 


“T don’t...” He hiccuped. It was followed by a wince. “I don’t feel good.” 
“T know.” 


She’d intended for that. Every strike she left on him was meant to hurt him. To cause him 
lasting damage and take him down and out of the fight. He was meant to not get up again. 


He was meant to be buried in a building and suffocating. 
He was meant to be crushed. 

He was meant to be killed. 

She could have killed him. 


After doing all of this to save him and create a better world for her little boy it was almost 
her who killed him. 


If she didn’t treat him fast enough it still could be. 
“Mom?...” 
She tied the stitch on his leg. 
“T’m here.” 
He was watching her. A small smile on his face and so much love in his eyes. 


They could have the conversation later where she would watch that love turn to hate. She 
could get his answers on what he was meaning by saving. She could watch her son turn to 
hate her. 


““M sorry I missed breakfast.” 
Puffy nearly laughed. 


Fresh tears welling in her eyes as she riffled through his medical kit. It was well put 
together. A lot of good supplies. Things that she herself would have in her own. She’d taught 
him to care for himself at least. 


She’d taught him to be safe even if it was her who was his biggest threat. 
“That’s why you came up here...Right?” 


If she hadn’t made breakfast. If she had thought the distance between them recently was 
him telling her he didn’t want it anymore. If she hadn’t watched for him to leave on time. 


Dream could have died. 


He would have been dead before noon. Fallen into shock and unable to treat himself. 
Her son would have died and she would have found a corpse instead. 
“I’m sorry I didn’t come sooner.” 


She’d thought he was just taking his time. She got up here as he was fainting in and out. 
He didn’t have much longer without help. 


“You didn’t know.” 
She should have. 
“Mom?” 


He reached for her. His arm without the cut though both of them knew how it was still 
shaking. 


“T love you.” 

He wouldn’t after he knew. He wouldn’t when this was over. 
“T love you too, Duckling. I love you so much.” 

But she would never stop loving him. 


Her little boy who had become a hero to the city. Her little duckling who had become a 
fighter for what was right. For justice. Who never gave up and gave a hell of a fight to any of 
the bad in the city. 


She’d tell him later. After he was clean and had rested. After she made sure his healing 
factor was working and repairing his body. After she knew her little boy was going to be 
okay. 


She’d tell him. 


Confess to him that she was the monster who hurt him like this. That she was the one who 
was responsible. That she was the one he was fighting against for all of this time. 


Until then, she’d let herself memorize his love for her. 
She braced for it to disappear. 


And she’d still love him anyway. 


End Notes 


AHHHHH I ENJOYED THIS ONE AND I REALLY HOPE YOU GUYS DID TOO!!! I will 
almost absolutely be writing more of this Au if you guys want it. This makes me so happy. 
I'm so excited to get to share this one with you. it's so soft to me. Because just. THEM <3333 
I have so much more into this au already. And Fear not! The other superhero au is not dead. 
This one just is cute and thus it was made. a story to be told. 


Thank you as always for reading! Let me know what you thought! I love you all very much 
and I hope you have a fantastic day/night! <3 

I'll see you all tomorrow for Day 7! Another New Au! :D 
Prompt: Blindness 

PS: COME TALK TO ME! 

Insta: NuclearArcher 

TikTok: NuclearArcher 

Twitter: nuclear_archer 

Reddit: u/nuclearOarcher 

Youtube: NuclearArcher 

Twitch: /Awww.twitch.tv/nuclearQarcher 

AND ALSO 

Discord: https://discord.gg/WznSs9nxhc 

It's a fun little server :)) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


